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Remember this:   
Today we are separated, drift before the whirlwind--  
Tomorrow we shall come together and rule the world. 
Our task today is to hold against panic and loneliness, 
To put from us the temptation of the drums and the bayonets, 
To shut the gates of the heart against the seducing myth of Slaughter, 
To be in each one of us, a rallying-point, a call and a summons to the War beyond War, 
To the fighting civilization we shall create. 
No to be led to the war that kills and destroys, 
But to lead forth in the war that creates, 
Not to be a recruit in the armies of death, 
But to enlist in the battalions of birth . . . . 
To leave as our epitaph, not, “They died that we might live," 
But, “They lived that we might live." 
It is our task to be the vanguards of Great Change, 
Couriers of Revolution, 
It is ours to be outriders of the Future . . . . 
To be seed-sowers and harbingers, to be pioneers. 
We must be the hard enemies of Magic . . . . 
Rebels against Divine Rights, Kings, Priests, Heroes and Traditions  
Blasting with the cannon of uproarious laughter the hocus-pocus of patriotism and battle, 
Discrediting by our lonely endurance the lies of victory and conquest, 
The foul lie of the glory of war, 
The lie that dying in a war of traders is worthy of a man. 
 
If we must die, let us die for ourselves: 
Ourselves, the broadcast race of man, 
Ourselves against the power-greedy, the overweening Kings and Presidents, Financiers and 
Intellectuals, 
Ourselves against the self-seekers. 
If we must have a sacred land to die for, 
It shall be no acre in France or in Indiana, 
But the Earth——only the Earth itself is sacred to us. 
If we must have a religion, 
Our God shall not be a Chosen People in the shape of a Thunderer, 
Our God shall be Man, in every land, of every people. 
 
 
